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THE  P  ARSONS, 


Of  parsons  there  are  not  a  few 
Who  choose  a  text  just  with  the  view 
Of  hanging  on  it,  as  a  peg, 
\yhat  they  from  others  take  or  beg. 
They  read  their  text,  then  off  they  go 
And  nothing  of  it  seem  to  know 
Till  near  the  end  of  their  oration 
When  with  it  they  hold  brief  flirtation. 
They  may  talk  eloquently,  yet 
Their  text  they  seem  quite  to  forget, 
Unless,  perchance,  they  drag  it  in 
A  little  breathing  time  to  win  ; 
For  they  may  have  found  out  at  last 
That  they  are  going  rather  fast  ; 
That  speech  has  their  ideas  outrun 
Which  to  such  speakers  is  no  fun. 
They'd  be  hard  push'd  and  greatly  vex'd 
But  for  their  long  neglected  text, 
And  so  they  hold  it  up  to  view 
IJntil  they  can  set  out  anew. 

Their  subject  may  be  most  profound, 
(The  knowing  ones  say  they  are  all  souad) 
Yet  they  attack  it  without  fear, 
And  often  make  the  sceptic  sneer. 
They'd  handle  it  with  far  more  care 
Were  it  an  everyday  affair. 
Of  G©d  and  Heaven,  the  Devil  and  fjall 
They  fearless  talk  and,  they  think,  wejl  ; 
Of  heads  they'll  give  you  three  or  four^ 
I've  known  some  give  e'en  half  a  scora^ 
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But  as  for  reasoning  arid  sense 

They  think  they  may  with  these  dispense, 

Aa  tho?  their  hearer!  were  all  muffs, 

Who'd  be  well  pleased  with  fisticuffs. 

They  rant,  they  stamp,  and  they  can  bawl  ; 

They  swing  their  amis,  and—that  ia  ail. 

Some  months  since  I  a  preacher  heard 

Who,  doubtless,  thought  he  came  pi-epared 

Us  country  stupids  to  amaife, 

And  certainly  he  made  os  gats. 

His  text  was  this,  1  (  Behold  the  Man;" 

Now  find  a  better,  if  you  can. 

To  test  a  preacher's  powers  of  mind, 

Or  prove  he  is  a  leader  blind. 

'Our  preacher  had  a  silvery  voice, 

His  language  he,  no  doubt,  thought  choicar 

He  pttaig'd  at  once  in  m-idias  res, 

And  me,  at  least,  that  don't  displease, 

(Long  introductions  most  m3n  teazo.) 

I  thought  we  should  get  something  good 

For  souls  desiring  spiritual  food, 

But  soon,  alas  !  it  was  made  plain 

lie  suffered  much  from  lack  of  brain. 

The  words  he  used  were  of  that  kind 

Oft  used  to  hide  a  shallow  mind  ; 

Tremendous  jaw-breakers  they  were 

And  caused  us  country  clowns  to  stare. 

To  some  he  gave  such  meaning  as 

Would  on  a  school-boy  bring  the  tawse  ; 

And  some  he  did  so  mispronounce 

That  'twould  have  made  Sam  Johnson  bsteee. 

To  heaven  he  gave  this  name  so  terse 

"  Metrop'Rs  of  the  Universe." 

What  name  to  heaven's  antipodes 

He'd  give  1  cannot  even. guess. 

Tho',  doubtless,  he  would  do  his  best 

To  please  the  most  fastidious  taste. 

The  angelic  song  at  Bethlehem 
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An  "  Epithalamium  "  became  ; 
But  this  I  thought  the  worst  of  all 
He  did  our  Saviour  "  pauper  "  call. 
•Such  language  some  consider  grand 
Because  they  can't  it  understand  ; 
But  when  a  man  so  void  of  sense 
The  bread  of  life  tries  to  dispense, 
What  wonder  tho'  the  hungry  moan 
And  say  "  For  bread  he  gives  a  stone." 
Or  that  the  knowing  youth  should  scoff, 
And  try  to  take  such  preachers  off  ? 
But  worse  than  this,  if  worse  can  be, 
Such  brainless  creatures  we  oft'  see 
Set  up  what  are  but  men  of  straw, 
And  at  them  peck  as  might  a  claw, 
While  all  the  time  they  t^ink  they  are 
Waging  a  most  successful  war 
Against  those  who,  they  say,  oppose 
The  truth  and  are  religion's  foes. 

But  bad  as  this  is  there's  a  worse, 

(The  truth  I'll  tell  e'en  should  they  curse 

As  does  His  Holiness  of  Rome  ; 

And  me  consign  to  woes  to  come  ; 

I'll  strike,  and  may  the  blow  go  home.^) 

They  pray, — but  no,  they  do  not  pray, 

They  something  have  to  God  to  Kay, 

And  that  they  do  in  such  a  way 

As  makes  one  think  God  cannot  hear, 

Or  that  He  is  not  very  near. 

Their  manner's  bad,  their  matter's  worse  ; 

In  praying  they  oft  seem  to  curse 

Those  who  have  driven  them  offence 

By  talking  of  their  want  of  sense. 

'Tis  sad  to  hear  a  man,  who  stands 
With  upturned  eyes  and  folded  hands- 
Pretend  to  £>ray  to  God  above.,, 
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And  to  the  Saviour  who  are  love, 
While  all  the  time  he  clearly  shows 
^That  he  is  aiming  stealthy  blows 
At  men  who  have,  or  may  have  not, 
Done  what  has  made  his  reverence  hot. 
To  take  advantage  of  hi3  place 
To  speak  against  men  to  their  face 
Is  scarcely  fair,  especially  when 
He  knows  they  cannot  speak  again. 
But  'tis  far  worse  than  being  unfair 
To  take  advantage  e'en  £f  prayer 
To  give  vent  to  his  spite  and  spleen  * 
Yet  such  thing  is  not  rafe  I  ween. 

)e  But  see,"  we  often  hear  it  said 

When  'gainst  such  preachers  plaint  is  made, 

!i  But  see  how  earnest  ;  lo  !  what  zeal, 

^Tis  clear  they  speak  because  they  feel;" 

As  tho'  their  earnestness  alone 

Could  for  their  many  faults  atone  ; 

Or  as  tho'  zeal  from  knowledge  freed 

Ought  to  cause  all  men  to  give  heed 

To  what  not  few  of  us  regard 

As  nonsense.    It  is  very  hard 

That  we  must  take  their  nauseous  dose1 

Without  e'en  turning  up  the  nose, 

Because,  forsooth,  they  deem  it  good 

And  for  strong  men  substantial  food. 

Yet  if  yon  dare  to  say  a  word 

'Gainst  so-called  servants  of  the  Lord, 

You're  branded  '*  a  black  infidel  " 

Whose  place  must  be  the  lowest  hell. 

We  hear  complaints  on  every  hand 
That  there  is  not  a  Christian  land 
In  which  the  Church  does  not  lose  hold. 
Of  those  who  should  Ye  in  the  fold  ; 
But  who  need  wonder  that  'tis  so 
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If  men,  when  to  the  church  they  go, 

Must  listen  to  a  rigmarole 

Of  what  won't  feed  a  hungry  soul  ? 

What  wonder  tho'  they  stay  away 

And  spend  at  home  the  Sabbath  day 

In  reading  some  substantial  book  ? 

Or  lie  down  by  the  murmuring  brook  ? 

Or  in  the  fields,  where  they  may  find 

Much  that  will  soothe  the  harass'd  mind  ? 

If  even  Jesus  knocked  in  vain, 

Some  preachers  need  not  now  complain 

That  of  men's  hearts  'gainst  them  the  door 

Is  shut,  and  shut  for  evermore. 

It  is  not  Jesus  men  reject, 

?Tis  only  those  who  now  neglect 

To  carry  out  the  Master's  rule 

And  play  the  pedant  or  the  fool. 

"  Ye  ingrates,"  we  oft  hear  such  say, 

"  Ye  ingrates,  why  still  turn  away 

From  Jesus  when  he  knocking  stands 

With  heart  all  love  ?    He'd  loose  your  bands 

Open  the  door  he'd  fain  ^et  in 

To  give  you  peace,  your  love  to  win,' 

Again  I  say  it  is  not  true  ; 

They  keep  not  Jesus  out  but  you, 

Oive  men  the  Gospel  truths  alone 

By  them  all  barriers  are  o'erthrown  ; 

These  truths  exhibit  pure  and  free 

From  cant,  and  rant,  and  sophistry, 

Then  men  will  gladly  hear  you  speak, 

Nor  elsewhere  go  the  truth  to  seek. 

Show  something  of  the  Saviour's  love 
And  you'll  get  men  to  look  above  ; 
Exhibit  him,  and  not  yourself  ; — 
Prove  that  you  care  not  for  the  pelf, 
Then  you'll  have  no  cause  to  complain, 
Those  who  hear  once  will  come  again. 
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The  faithful,  Christ-like  pastor  will 
"His  church  wfth  anxious  hearers  fill  ; 
Ke  does  not  preach  to  empty  pews  ; 
From  his  lips  men  receive  the  news 
Witji  gladness.    Say  is  it  not  so  1 
The  true  from  false  men  quite  well  know, 
They  don't  like  clap-trap,  cant  nor  show  ; 
They  love  the  true,  thsy  hate  the  sham 
"Who  wishes  down  their  throats  to  cram 
As  gospel  truths  his  own  conceits, 
With  merited  neglect  he  meets. 

If  those  who  know  they  cannot  preacli, 
But  somehow  their  position  reach, 
Would  only  ]et  what's  good  alone 
And  not  dress  up  the  skeleton, 
Which  such  poor  preachers,  is  is  said, 
Get  from  the  works  of  X.  or  Z., 
It  would,  methinks,  look  quite  as  well, 
And,  doubtless,  would  much  better  tell. 
These  skeletons  are  often  good, 
And  would  supply  for  thought  some  food 
But  when  they  are  in  motley  dress'd 
By  those  who're  not  with  brains  oppress'd 
They  just  become  a  perfect  fright, 
And  men  of  sense  don't  like  the  sight ; 
They  will  not  go  to  see  that  show 
WThether  the  Church  be  High  or  Low. 
They'd  rather  saunter  in  the  fields 
And  learn  the  truth  the  flowerlet  yield*, 
Or  study  God's  works  in  the  stones, 
Or  meditate  on  fossil  bones, 
Than  listless  sit  in  cushioned  pew 
W7hile  in  the  pulpit  fools  like  you 
Pretend  to  expound  the  Word  of  God 
But  send  men  to  the  land  of  nod. 


Did  such  men  know  the  harm  they  do 
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To  those  who  read  them  through  and  through, 
§ome  other  calling  they'd  pursue. 
Perchance  they  think  they  serve  the  Lord- 
By  trying  to  wield  the  spiritual  sword. 
But  many  think  they'd  do  that  better- 
If  they  their  tongues  would  only  fetter, 
And  if  they'd  try  the  fields  to  ploug  h 
"Not  human  hearts  as  they  do  now. 
Then  they'd  get  rid  of  that  long  face, 
(They  reckon  it  sure  mark  ot  grace) 
Which  makes  one  think  they  have  the  blues,. 
And  can't  be  bearers  of  good  news, 

It  had  been  well  for  many  a  soul, 
O'er  which  the  Church  has  lost  control. 
If  men  who  argument  can't  use 
Would  cease  to  preach  and  to  abuse. 
I've  oft  with  indignation  burned 
To  see  young  men  of  talent' spurned 
I^y  those  who  were  to  them  as  fools, 
Tho'  filled  with  jaigon  of  the  schools. 
Young  men  of  independent  mind 
Will  not  be  led  as  are  the  blind  ; 
And  'cause  they  dare  to  think  and  act 
Some  preachers,  void  of  sense  and  tact, 
denounce  them  as  a  Godless  crew, 
With  whom  good  men  have  naught  to 
The  upshot  is  these  youths  are  driven 
Far  from  the  Bible  path  to  Heaven. 

I  knew  a  youth  of  talents  rare, 
The  child  of  many  an  earnest  prayer, 
Who  from  the  Church  was  driven  away 
By  what  he  heard  such  creaturQs  say, 
And  by  the  treatment  he  received- 
From  some  who  said  that  they  believed'. 
E'en  when  a  boy  his  was  a  mind 
You  could  not  either  force  or  bind  ; 
"He  studied  much  and  deej)ly  too 
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To  learn  what  was  ©r  false  or  true. 
Tie  long'd,  long'd  ardently,  to  know 
The  Bible  true,  and  wherefore  so. 
As  he  grew  older  it  was  seen 
His  intellect  was  subtle,  keen, 
And  that  on  whate'er  side  he  was 
'Twould  gain  a  champion  in  its  cause. 
He  criticised  those  that  would  guide 
And  brainless  preachers  did  deride  ; 
At  this  Church-going  folks  were  shock'd, 
And  set  him  down  as  one  that  mock'd 
At  Scripture  and  at  all  that's  good, 
And  so  aloof  from  him  they  stood. 

When  to  the  College  he  was  sent, 

Of  course  these  rumors  thither  went  ; 

The  embryo  parsons  called  him  bad, 

Altho',  no  doubt,  a  clever  lad  ; 

They  shook  their  heads,  they  him  pooh-pooh 'd, 

And  as  a  black  sheep  him  taboo'd. 

They  did  not  try  by  love  to  win 

One  whom  they  called  a  child  of  sin. 

They  were,  of  course,  quite  orthodox 

And  swore  by  Calvin  and  John  Knox  ; 

Whila  he  was  somewhat  sceptical 

And  would  not  these  men  masters  call. 

At  -first,  no  doubt,  'twas  to  display 

His  talents  that  he  things  did  say 

Which  they  thought  so  out  of  the  way  ; 

And  had  they  acted  prudently 

They  might  have  brought  him  round  to  sea 

That  the  Truth,  not  an  empty  sound, 

In  God's  own  Word  is  to  be  found. 

But  prudently  they  did  not  act 

For  they  were  destitute  of  tact  ; 

Sound  arguments  they  could  not  us©, 

But  him  they  soundly  did  abuse. 

Such  troatmnst  was  not  to  be  borne, 
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So  ho  repay ed  their  sneers  with  scorn  ; 
This  all  the  more  for  it  was  seen 
That  some  thus  acted  from  mer£  spleen 
Because  he  them  surpassed  so  Tar 
In  their  great  academic  war. 

Success  attended  his  career, 

And  at  its  close  none  dared  to  sneer 

At  one  who  stood  almost  alone 

So  brilliantly  his  talents  shone. 

And  when  he  left  those  classic  halls 

Few  had  e'er  gone  beyond  their  walls 

With  greater  academic  fame, 

Or  likelier  to  acquire  a  name. 

I  may  be  wrong,  but  much  I  fear 

Those  embryo  parsons'  scoff  and  sneer 

In  his  heart  many  a  barrier  raised 

'Gainst  the  religion  that  they  praised, 

And  made  him  rather  more  than  doubt 

If  a  religion  that  turned  out 

Men  so  devoid  of  sense  and  grace, 

Could  have  God's  stamp  upon  its  facs. 

And  how  he  is — but  no,  I  must 

Say  nothing  more.    I  only  trust 

That  he  may  yet  regain  the  road 

Which  those  who  love  him  most  have  trod, 

And  consecrate  his  all  to  God. 

Nor  is  it  youths  like  him  alono 
Whose  hearts  are  often  turned  to  stone 
By  the  harsh  treatment  they  receive 
For  doubting  what  most  men  believe. 
Are  there  not  many  thousands  now, 
Earning  their  bread  in  sweat  of  brow, 
Who've  been  from  God's  house  driven  away 
By  hearing  drivelers  preach  and  pray  ? 
Those  men  think  much,  and  deeply  too, 
Regarding  what  is  falsKj  and  trtte, 
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They  love  sound  arguments' and  sense, 
But  with  clap-trap  and  cant  dispense, 
And  no  one  who  makes  use  of  these 
Need  ever  think  such  men  to  please  ; 
They  from  the  Church  will  drive  them  off, 
And  at  religion  make  them  scoff." 
Self-righteous,  Pharasaic  fools, 
Satan  oft  uses  as  his  tools 
To  make  such  men  despise  the  truth 
Which  had  been  taught  them  in  their  youth. 

There  is,  at  present,  a  great  cry 

'Gainst  creeds.    Men  ask  the  reason  why 

Thought  should  be  fetter'd  and  confined  ; 

And  why  with  creeds  the  conscience  bind. 

Experience  has  led  me  to  think 

That  'tis  not  creeds  from  which  men  shrink, 

But  from  the  explanations  given 

Of  creeds  as  the  passports  to  heaven  °f 

Especially  when  those  try  to  explain 

Who  have  the  gab  but  not  the  brain. 

The  plainest  truths  they  niistify 

By  striving  them  to  simplify. 

Truths  which  few  Church- going  people  doubi 

These  men  »o  twist  and  turn  about, 

That  when  they  say  "  This  is  our  creed/' 

To  swallow  it  were  hard  indeed. 

^lence  men  are  led  creeds  to  despise 

As  things  that  only  blind  the  eyes. 

A  creed  is  simply  a  belief, 

But  if  you'd  have  it  brought  to  grief 

Just  ]et  a  numskull  it  expound 

And  he'll  soon  bring  it  to  the  ground. 

He'll  make  that  black  which  you  think  white, 

That  wrong  which  you  consider  right, 

&nd  if  his  views  you'll  not  take  in 

Eternal  life  you  cannot  win. 

Let  not  the  infidel  suppose 
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That  I'm  amongst  religion'**  foes. 
It  is  not  so.    I  trust  I'll  ne'er 
A;  scripture  truths  be  seen  to  sneer  ; 
And  God  forbid  that  I  should  dare 
To  seat  me  in  the  scorner's  chair. 
I  love  the  Bible  and  all  those 
Who  truly  fight  against  its  foes, 
Those  who  are  servants  of  the  Lordj 
And  faithfully  proclaim  his  word 
I  reverence,  e'en  should  they  not  be 
Daub'd  Doctor  of  Divinity, 
An  M.  A.,  or  an  L.  L.  D. 
'Gainst  such  I  will  not  use  my  pen, 
If  go  may  I  ne'er  use't  again. 


Nay  more,  I  think  it  were  a  shame 

To  ridicule,  or  e'en  to  blame 

Men  without  Reverend  to  their  name, 

Because  the  Gospel  they  expound, 

And  try  to  break  up  fallow  ground. 

These  men  have  often  done  much  good  ; 

They  to  the  hungry  soul  give  food 

Such  as^uo  man  can  ever  get 

From  much  belauded  pulpit  pet. 

They  know  the  truth  ;  they've  been  made  free 

By  him  who  died  on  Calvary, 

And  they  the  Gospel  can  impart 

In  language  that  will  touch  the  heart. 

All  honour  to  those  men,  I  say, 

Who  earn  their  bread  from  day  to  day 

By  manual  labour  and  hard  toil, 

But  who  the  powers  of  darkness  foil 

By  taking  God's  Word  in  their  hand, 

Making  some  thoroughfare  their  stand, 

And  urging  careless  passers  by 

To  turn  to  Jesus  ere  they  die  ; 

Heedless  alike  of  learned  mens'  sneer, 

The  witling's  jest,  the  scoffer's  jeer. 
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Jf  T  have  seem'd  to  sneer  at  all 
'Tis  at  those  only  who've  no  call, 
But  think  they  have  one,  from  the  Lord 
To  take  and  wield  the  spiritual  sword. 
These  men  the  truth  may  truly  love  ; 
They  may  be  born  from  above  ; 
But  they  are  quite  unfit  to  preach, 
Or  simplest  Gospel  truths  to  teach. 
And  I've  no  doubt  but  those  who  can, 
Preach  best,  and  teach  the  Gospel  plan 
Will  wish  success  to  my  poor  work 
Nor  count  me  infidel  nor  Turk. 

True  pastors  need  not  to  be  told 
The  havoc  oft  wrought  in  the  fold, 
By  preachers  who  are  imbeciles 
And  know  naught  of  the  en'mies'  wiles. 
The  Church  needs  neither  drone  nor  fop, 
In  such  she  dare  not  place  her  hope, 
If  she  this  earth  is  to  subdue, 
And  be  to  her  great  Master  true. 
The  day  is  gone,  for  ever  gone, 
When  in  the  pulpit  fop  or  drone 
Might  be  endured  by  men  of  sense 
A  mongrel  gospel  to  dispense. 
Those  that  now  in  the  pulpit  stand 
Must  still  have  God's  Word  in  their  hand 
And  in  their  heart  ;  but  they  require 
Great  talents  too  and  "  Tongues  of  Fire." 
They  must  have  read  the  human  heart, 
Must  know  its  waywardness  and  art ; 
Be  n't  to  search  it  through  and  through 
And  lay  it  open  to  our  view. 

Their  armoury  they  must  fill  well, 
With  every  weapon  that  can  tell 
Upon  man's  conscience  and  his  heart, 
And  on  his  intellectual  part. 
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With  the  so-called  philosphy 

They  should  all  well  acquainted  be, 

That  they  its  false  views  may  expose, 

And  prove  its  teachers  man's  greaiJ*foea 

Instead  of  being,  as  they  say, 

The  men  to  usher  in  the  day 

Of  Jubilee,  when  from  the  world 

Sin  and  all  sorrow  shall  be  hurled. 

Philosophy,  if  only  true, 

H*s,  doubtless,  noble  work  to  do  ; 

But  unto  it  has  not  been  given 

To  raise  mankind  from  earth  to  heaven. 

It  cannot  change  the  human  heart 

Nor  make  men  act  the  noblest  part  ; 

It  cannot  to  the  soul  give  peace, 

Nor  make  men  from  transgression  cease,. 

The  faithful  pastor  this  should  know 

And  to  his  hearers  clearly  show. 

Give  me  a  man  with  holy  zeal, 

One  who  can  make  me  think  and  feel ; 

A  man  of  burning  eloquence 

'Gainst  which  in  vain  my  passions  fence  ; 

One  who  can  thunder  when  required 

But  is  with  Christ-like  love  inspired, 

Whose  eye,  whose  voice,  whose  action  shall 

Hold  me  as  in  a  hopeless  thrall  ; 

A  man  who  can  my  heart  explore 

And  probe  it  to  the  very  core, 

Exposing  every  festering  sore  ; 

Until  in  agony  I  cry, 

H  O  Jesus  save  me  or  I  die," 

Who,  when  I  wounded,  bleeding  lie, 

Can  with  a  gentle  hand  apply 

The  balm  which  Gilead  doth  supply. 

Such  is  the  man  to  wield  the  sword 
Against  the  enemies  of  the  Lord  ; 
Such  is  the  man  who  can  o'erthrow 
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The  strongest  bulwarks  sin  can  show  ; 
Such  is  the  man,  and  such  alone, 
Who  can  maintain  the  Saviour's  throne, 
Or  in  the  (Si-iurch,  or  in  the  State, 
And  save  them  from  J-ertts'lem's  fate. 

Such  men  there  are,  thank  God  for 

By  nature,  grace  and  culture  fit 

The  glorious  Gospel  to  proclaim, 

And  jto  make  known  the  Saviour's  name. 

4<  They're  not  ashamed  to  own  their  Lord," 

In  vain  they  do  not  wield  the  sword. 

They  cannot  Scripture  beautify, 

They  know  it,  and  they  do  not  try  ; 

But  they  can  from  its  treasury  bring 

What  makes  the  mourning  heart  to  sing. 

With  care  and  prayer  they  search  it  through 

And  bring  thereout  things  old  and  new. 

They  are  possess'd  of  talents,  rare, 

Which  they  have  nurtured  with  great  care  ; 

Then  on  God's  altar  all  have  laid 

Nor  think  a  sacrifice  is  made. 

These  men  the  loye  of  Christ  constrains, 

Not  man's  applause  no*  earthly  gains. 

'Tis  not  for  filthy  lucre's  sake 

That  they  the  sacred  office  take  : 

Were  wealth  to  them  a  guiding  star 

Of  that  they  might  gain  more  by  far 

On  the  exchange  or  at  the  bar. 

Did  they  for  earthly  honours  care 

Of  these  too  they  might  get  a  share  ; 

Their  eloquence  and  powers  of  mind, 

With  honesty  and  worth  combined, 

Wen  Id  in  the  Senatorial  race 

Secure  for  them  a  foremost  place. 

Their  burning,  thrilling  eloquence, 

When  speaking  in  the  truth's  defence^ 
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0'ercomes  all  barriers  they  may  meet 

And  brings  men  to  the  Saviour's  feet. 

Nor  to  the  pulpit  are  confined 

Their  labours  and  their  powers  of  mind  ; 

You'll  see  them  in  those  human  hives 

"Where  sin,  as  in  a  hotbed,  thrives, 

Fighting,  as  fight  the  truly  brave, 

The  wretched  outcasts  there  to  save. 

They  quickly  go  at  mercy's  call, 

To  humble  cot  or  lordly  hall. 

The  poorest  find  in  them  a  friend, 

E'en  to  the  child  their  minds  they  bend. 

They're  kind,  they're  genial  and  they're  free^ 

Yet  hedged  with  such  a  dignity 

Of  manner  as  commands  respect ; 

You  never  see  such  men  affect 

A  levity  and  foolish  wit 

Which  their  high  office  don't  befit. 

And  while  you  love  tbem  and  admire. 

You  never  have  the  least  desire 

Their  genial  manner  to  abuse, 

Qr  them  as  merest  puppets  use;. 

Of  apostolic  lineage  these 
Tho'  Bishops  and  tho'  Presbyteries*, 
May  never  on  them  hands  have  laid, 
Nor  o'er  them  benediction  said; 
Such  men  are  honored  even  here 
Both  by  the  peasant  and  the  peer. 
E'en  she  who  sits  on  Britain's  throne. 
Is  seen  such  men  to  smile  upon. 
Beloved  they  are  by  rich  and  poor  ; 
They're  welcome  guests  at  every  door£ 
A  nd  when  in  grave  they  mould'ring  lie 
Aheir  names  men  will  not  soon  let  di©^. 

When  but  a  child  my  native  place 
Was  bless'd  with  such  a  man  of  grace. 


la 
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In  theologic  hall  he  taught, 

And  was  with  varied  learning  franglit  ; 

He  was  a  faithful  pastor  too, 

And  men  much  wonder'd  he  got  through 

The  labours  that  lie  "had  to  do. 

As  preacher  he  had  not  a  peer 

While  thousands  flDck'd  his  voice  to  hear ; 

And  there  are  those,  with  heads  now  grey, 

Who  in  their  youth  had  gone  astray 

Whom  he  first  taught  to  God  to  pray) 

And  led  to  choose  the  better  way. 

The  young  were  his  peculiar  care 

And  of  his  labours  got  large  share. 

Children  at  play  upon  the  street 

AVould  cease  their  sport  and  run  to  meet 

The  man  of  God,  so  free  from  guile, 

Who  won  their  hearts  by  his  sweet  smile. 

To  feel  his  hand  upon  their  head, 

To  hear  the  loving  words  he  said, 

Were  to  them  almost  as  great  bliss 

As  was  their  mothers  morning  kiss, 

Tho'  years  have  pass  d  since  he  was  seen 

Upon  the  streets  of  eberdeen, 
Men  still  talk  of  his  worth  and  fame, 
There  James  Kidd  has  a  household  name. 
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Profoundly  versed  in  every  thing 

Are  those  whose  praises  I  would  sing  ; 

What  is,  or  has  been,  or  can  be 

They  make  as  plain  as  A.  B.  C, 

And  of  them  there  are  not  a  few 

Who're  always  finding  something  new. 

Philosophers  they're  called  because 

They  love  to  study  Nature's  Laws, 

And  try  to  find  therein  some  ilaw3 

Which  they  might  mend  by  their  wise  saws. 

In  our  own  day  such  men  abound, 
13ome  are  quite  shallow,  some  profound  ; 
iut  whether  they  be  one  or  t'other 
They  us  poor  mortals  greatly  bother. 
They  spec'l&te,  they  philosophize, 
Above  what's  written  some  are  wise. 
I  don't  mean  written  in  The  Book, 
Few  of  them  deign  on  it  to  look, 
But  'bove  what's  written  in  the  stones 
And  in  those  strange  things  fossil  bones. 


There's  nothing  hid  from  their  sharp  eye, 
Naught  into  which  they  cannot  pry. 
In  philosophic  scale,  the  brain, 
They  weigh  and  tell  within  a  grain, 
How  much  the  good  exceeds  the  ill 
That  is  on  earth  abundant  still, 
<fOr  happiness  the  misery  :  | 

That  we  on  every  side  may  see. 
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They  calculate  and  speculate 

Bat  what  have  they  clone  to  abate 

The  evils  of  which  all  complain, 

And  which,  oft  crushed,  spring  up  again  V 

If  theorizing  couljd  things  mend 

All  human  ills  they  soon  would-  end  ; 

War  with  its.  horrors  all  would  cease 

And  we'd  have  universal  peace  ; 

Man  would  then  be  to  man  a  brother. 

Would  wisdom's  lovers  love  each  other  T 


Their  writings  some  consider  grand- 
Tho'  rather  hard  to  understand  ; 
Their  reasoning  is  so  profound 
That  very  few  its  depths  can  sound  ;., 
Their  logic  is  without  a  flaw, 
Whate'er  they  say  ought  to  be  law. 
The  systems  that  they  rear  are  sure, 
If  carried  out,  to  work  a  cure 
In  everything  that's  out  of  tuna* 
Be't  on  the  earth  or  in  the  moon. 
They'd1  on- un  shed  a  flood  of  light 
By  all  they  say  and  all  they  write 
If  we  would  only  just  believe, 
And  their  new  gospel  truths  receive- 
But  man,  the  poor  deluded,  fool, 
Will  not  submit  to  their  wise  rule, 
He'd  rather  be  at  beck  and  nod 
Of  those  who  don't  make  him  a  god. 

For  instance,  who-  can  estimate 

How  moral  evil  would  abate 

If  mankind  would  but  take  the  viewy 

Now  taken  by  the  learn'd  few, 

Of  man's  descent,  not  from  a  man, 

That  were  a  most  outlandish  plan, 

But  from  a  something  very  small 
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Or,  it  may 'be, -from  naught  at  all  ? 
Wise  men  now  solemnly  declare 
No  doubt  they'd  undertake  to  swear 
(Not  an  old  fashion'd  Bible  oath 
That  they'd  regard  as  merest  froth) 
Upon  a  monad  or  a  monkey, 
"(Might  they  not  do  it  on  a  donkey  ?  ) 
That  they  can  prove  it  without  fail 
Man  once  had  worn  a  graceful  tail, 
But,  having  somehow  caught  a  mind, 
'Grew  proud  and  left  his  tail  behind. 

But  even  this  is  not  quite  new 
For  Lord  Monboddo  held  that  view  ; 
And  1  a  gentleman  have  seen, 
('Tvvas  when  he  Jived  in  Aberdeen) 
A  learn'd  professor,  full  of  Greek 
'(The  Edinbro'  folks -still  hear  him  speak) 
Who  could  prove  to  a  demonstration 
That  man  was  not  man  at  creation, 
But  that  'tis  plain  as  A.  B.  C. 
Or  mathematic  Q.  E.  D. 
>X)f  the  great  monkey  tribe  was  he. 
The  argument  he  used  was  this, 
And  who  dare  say  it  was  amiss  ? 
*'  The  coat  that  has  the  swallow  tail  " 
Xlt  does  not  now  so  much  prevail) 

Must  have  been  at  first  invented," 
-By  one  who  this  great  truth  had  scented, 
And  thought  that  it  would  not  look  ill 
"  If  man  wore  something  tail-like  still." 
Was  not  B's  reasoning  profound  ? 
-At  all  events  was't  not  as  sound 
As  that  advanced  most  solemnly 
>By  the  so-called  philosophy  ? 

Who  does  not  envy  the  great  power 
JThg&e  men  can  wield  at  any  hour^? 
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They  give  a  philosophic  nod 

And,  lo  !  where  is  the  Christian's  God  ? 

These  theoclasts  tho'  are  aware 

That  man  will  worship  and  use  praye^ 

So  they  are  complaisant  and  kind, 

They  give  us  gods  but  without  mind. 

We're  free  to  choose,  but  from  pure  matter, 

J ust  as  we're  free  to  choose  our  hatter, 

The  more  important  is  the  latter. 

Of  course  those  who're  to  God  so  civil 
Deal  cavalierly  with  the  devil. 
They  prove  oif  hand  there  is  no  hell 
And  where  then  couid  his  lordship  dwell  $ 
His  seat  of  empire  once  o'erthrown 
What  can  more  easily  be  shown 
Than  that  the  devil  cannot  be 
Or  on  the  land  or  in  the  sea  ? 
Therefore  no  devil  at  all  is  he*. 

Poor  simple  folks  it  does  snrprise> 
That  men  who  are  so  very  wise 
Should  be  so  prone  to  dogmatise. 
Their,  ipse  dixit,  is  enough 
To  make  us  swallow  any  stuff. 
Creeds,  and  creed-makers  too,  they  hata- 
And  them  consign  to  some  sad  fate  ; 
But  if  you  dare  to  doubt,  forsooth, 
Whether  they  always  teach  the  truth 
You'll  quickly  find  they  are  but  men 
Tho'  wielding  philosophic  pen. 
Accept  their  dogmas^  all  is  well, 
Reject  them,  you  may  go  and  dwells 
With  silly  fools  who  will  give  heed. 
To  that  vile  thing  a  Bible  creed, 
in  any  place  however  hot 
3fc  which  Dhilosonhers  go  not^ 
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Of  these  great  men  there  are  not  few, 

Who  oft  hold  up  to  public  view, 

When  other  arguments  them  fail, 

The  differences  that  still  prevail 

'Mongst  those  who  hold  the  word  of  God 

Alone  reveals  to  man  tbe  road 

By  which  he  may  at  last  reach  heaven, 

Or  perfect  peace  to  earth  be  given. 


c'  The  priests  and  parsons  too,"  they  say, 

(i  Pretend  to  show  the  only  way  " 

By  which  we  can  get  rid  of  sin, 

And  endless  happiness  may  win  ; 

Yet  see  how  often  they  fall  out, 

<c  Regarding  what  they  preach  about." 

Well,  granting  that  'tis  so — What  then  ? 

Are  these  philosophers  the  men 

To  hold  the  Bible  up  to  scorn, 

Because  its  leaves  are  sometimes  torn 

By  those  who  it  profess  to  love, 

And  say  it  comes  from  one  above  ? 

I)o  they  suppose  that  men  are  fools  ? 

Or  that  they  ne'er  heard  of  the  schools  1 

Or  schoolmen  ?  or  those  wars  'bout  words 

Which  sometimes  led  to  war  with  swords  ? 


And  are  philosophers  to-day 

At  one  on  everything  they  say? 

Do  all  accept  what  each  now  writes  ? 

Are  there  no  philosophic  fights  ? 

Do  Bain  and  Mill  ne'er  disagree, 

But  live  in  perfect  harmony  1 

If  so,  pray  kindly  name  but  three. 

Of  any  philosophic  school, 

Who  ne'er  transgress  the  golden  rule  ; 

Who  see  in  all  things  eye  to  eye, 

Nor- to,  each  other  say     You  li,e^"- 
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(Of  course  in  philosophic  style) 

And  never  meet  without  a  smile. 

J  ust  read  their  works  and  you  will  find 

That  they  are  not  all  of  one  mind  ; 

If  they  were  so,  such  works  were  fewer, 

And  we  might  then  get  something  newer  ; 

Some  truly  intellectual  feast, 

In  their  j>eculiar  line  at  least. 

They  might,  with  their  great  powers  of  mi] 

Be  able  some  new  path  to  find 

Which  no  philosopher  hath  trod, 

And  which  might  lead  them  e"e  n  to  God. 

Bat  no,  that's  what  they  cannot  do  ; 

T^hey  have  no  time  to  dig  for  new, 

They've  always  got  to  cart  away 

The  rubbish  of  a  former  day. 

From  earliest  times 't  has  been  the  same, 

Philosophers  oft  gain  a  name 

For  being  learn'd  and  profound 

By  knocldng  others  to  the  ground. 

And  such  will  be  their  fate  at  least 

Who  hold  that  man  sprang  from  a  beast. 

There  is,  indeed,  a  common  ground 
On  which  e'en  these  men  will  be  found 
To  lay  aside  their  mutual  strife, 
And  fight  as  brethern  for  dear  life. 
Just  bring  the  Bible  on  the  stage 
And  'gainst  it  they  will  turn  their  rage 
They'll  cease  to  fight  with  Bain  and  Mill 
E'en  Edwards  then  may  have  his  Will. 
For  eighteen  hundred  years  The  Book 
The  philosophic  soul  has  shook  ; 
'Gainst  it  they  wage  perpetual  war 
And  glory  should  they  leave  a  scar. 
They've  oft  had  it  as  .good  as  dead; 
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^u^somehow  it  still -fears  it  head  ; 
It  still  pursues  its  bright  career 
Altho'  its  end  is  always  near. 

'Tis  strange.    ?Tis  passing  strange  that 
'Should  hate  the  heaven-devised  plan. 
Of  raising  him  above  himself, 
Above  the  love  and  power  of  pelf. 
But  no  !  this  is  not  strange  -at  all 
Since  before  it  the  proud  must  fall, 
Must  e'en  be  humbled  in  the  dust 
And  in  God's  mercy  wholly  trust. 
The  man  of  greatest  intellect 
Need  no  exemption  here  expect  ; 
He  must  be  as  a  little  child 
As  meek,  as  teachable,  as  mild. 
This  our  philosophers  can't  brook 
And  therefore  they  so  hate  the  Book  ; 
But  let  them  hate  it  as  they  may 
They  cannot  its  triumph  delay, 
Its  beauties  cannot  sweep  away. 
Men  equal  to  themselves  at  least. 
Find  in  its  every  page  a  feast 
Such  as  they  cannot  elsewhere  find, 
-Not  in  all  human  Works  combined. 


If  in  the  philosophic  soul 
Envy  can  ever  have  control, 
No  wonder  tho'  those  men  detest 
That  Book  which  is  of  books  the  best. 
Their  followers  are  always  few  ; 
Myriads  bow  down  before  that  Jew 
Who  died  in  shame  on  Calvary, 
Boncl  slaves  to  Him,  yet  truly  free. 
Their  works  however  great  or  grand 
The  test  of  time  but  seldom  stand, 
""While  that  endures  from  age  to  age 
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Mid  scorn  and  philosophic-  rage. 
Men  too  of  giant  intellect 
The  works  of  these  men  soon  neglect, 
While  they  peruse  and  reperuse 
The  writings  of  unlearn'd  Jews. 

But  let  philosophers  take  haarfc, 
Let  them  a  new  Evangel  start  ; 
And  who  can  tell  but  they  may  yet 
Those  Jewish  fables  quite  upset. 
Let  Darwin,  Huxley,  Mill  and  Bain, 
(Of  numbers  we  will  not  complain) 
With  others,  say  same  nine  or  ten, 
Of  our  great  philosophic  men 
Combine  to  give  us  something  better 
Vioih  in  the  spirit  and  the  letter  ; 
Let  them  produce  a  nobler  work 
For  Christian,  Heathen,  Jew  and  Turk 
Then  be  the  Old  Book  false  or  true 
It  cannot  long  withstand  the  new. 
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In  a  far  off  land,  that  Southern  land, 

s<  Whose  rivers  wander  o'er  golden  sand," 

Whose  forests  shelter  the  Kangaroo, 

And  plains  are  skimmm'd  by  the  swift  Emu  £ 

Round  a  smould'ring  fire  gold  diggers  lay 

Besting  after  the  toils  of  the  day. 

Men  you'd  see  there  with  that  look  so  mild 

That  wins  the  heart  of  the  little  child  ; 

And  men  you'd  see  there  both  bad  and  bold 

Who'd  shrink  from  no  crime  that  might  bring  gold., 

*Twas  a  glorious  night  ;  such  nights  are  seen 
Where  Venice  sits  of  Adria  queen  ; 
Peep  blue  the  sky,  not  a  breath  of  air 
To  fan  maiden's  cheek,  or  rufile  her  hair. 
In  all  but  silence  those  diggers  lay 
Thinking,  perchance,  of  lands  far  away  ; 
An  oath  you  might  hear,  or  smart  jest  made 
Till  one  to  his  neighbour  turn'd  and  said, 
Come  Tom,  a  song,  let  us  have  a  song, 
You  know  you  will  not  be  with  us  long." 

'Twas  even  so,  nor  distant  the  day 
When  for  the  Old  Land  Tom  would  away  ; 
Long  he'd  laboured,  nor  laboured  in  vain 
For  in  abundance  gold  he  did  gain  ; 
Careful  he'd  been  of  the  precious  dust, 
None  had  he  spent  in  drink  or  on  lust. 
Not  for  himself  was  the  treasure  saved, 
&ot  for  himself  had  he  dangers  brayed  ^ 
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A  mother's  love,  that  was  the  great  charm 
Which  kept  him  from  sin  and  nerved  his  &rm. 
When  urged  to  enter  on  sin's  highway 
The  question  was  "  What  would  mother  say  ?" 
He'd  raiher  endure  the  laugh  and  jeer 
Than  draw  from  her  loving  heart  a  tear  ; 
And  God  had  bless'd  His  handmaid's  son, 
■  Had -blessed  him  in  all  that  he  had  done. 


But  to  resume,  as  some  preachers  say 
When  from  their  text  they've  wandered  away, 
All  present  had  joined  in  urging  Tom 
To  sing,  and  he  gave  them  "  Home,  sweet  home/" 
And  while  he  sang  that  favourite  lay 
The  listeners'  thoughts  were  far,  far  away. 
Down  many  a  cheek  the  tears  flow'd  fast 
For  that  song  recalled  days  long,  long  past. 
And  when  'twas  finished  each  rose  and  went 
To  think  of  home  alone  in  his  tent. 
Then  a  death-like  stillness  reigned  there, 
Few  sounds  being  borne  on  the  midnight  air. 
Perchance  you  might  hear  the  Dingo's  howl, 
K)r  cuckoo  cry  of  Australian  owL 

?Twas  then  there  stole  from  behind  a  tree 
*One  whom  brave  men  might  tremble  to  see-; 
'So  noisless,  so  cat-like  was  his  tread 
'He  seem'd  as  one  walking  'mongst  the  dead. 

Black  as  a  thunder  cloud  was  his  look 

While  round  him  a  stealthy  glance  he  took, 

And  through  the  darkness  he  tried  to  peer 

As  the  sailor  tries  when  land  is  near. 

In  his  hand  he  held  an  unsheath'd  knife, 

No  need  to  tell  he  meant  to  take  life. 

Then  nearer  and  nearer  still  he  crept 

To  the  tent  where  Tom,  naught  fearing,  slept. 
Unseen  he  enter'd  ;  no  friend  was  there 

To  call  to  his  victim  to  beware. 
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A. light  he  struck,  then  approach'd  the  bed, 
And  raised  aloft  the  glittering  blade, 
A  smile  on  the- lips  of  the  sleeper  play'd, 
That  smile  the  hand  of  the  murderer  stay'd.. 
The  lips  of  the  sleeper  slighty  mov'd, 
He  dreamt  of  home  and  of.  those  he  lov'd. 
The  murderer  listened  if  aught  he'd  hear 
When  a  single  word  fell  on  his  ear  ; 
*T\vas  a  word  that  made  him  backward  start, 
Like  a  two-edg'd  sword  it  pierced  his  In  &"t  ; 
From  his  hand  he  dropp'd  the  glittering  blade-. 
And  forth  from,  the  teut  in  haste  he  fled.. 
A  moment  he  lent  against  a  tree, 
Then  on  the  ground  he  bent  his  knee  ; 
Great  drops  of  sweat  from  his  forehead  fell,. 
Such  drops  oft  of  mental  anguish  tell. 

What  word  was  that  which  possessed  the  power.- 
To  move  such  a  heart  in  such  an  hour  ? 
A  heart  that  did  God  himself  defy, 
An  hour  fix'd  for  crime  of  deepest  dye. 
'Twas  Mother,  the  first  that  strikes  the  ear, 
Oft  the  last  murmur'd  when  death  draws  near,. 
Mother,  that  word  is  as  dear  1  ween 
To  the  beggar  as  'tis  to  the  Queen, 
And  it  is  prized  all  others  above 
Because  it  tells  of  a  Mother's  love.. 

A  Mother's  love  !    The  angels  of  God 
Might  envy  those  on  whom  'tis  bestow  'd 
A  Mother's  love  !    'Twas  the  best  jewel  lef 
When  sin  Eve  of  her  treasures  bereft. 
Pure  is  the  love  that  the  maiden  fair 
Keeps  in  heart  for  him  who  reigns  there,. 
Holy's  the  love  that  the  loving  wife 
Bestows  on  him  who  is  dearer  than  life3 
But  a  love  so  holy  and  so  pure 
Urom  wife  nor  maiden  aan.  man  procure. 


SO 


"  mother/' 


As  that  which' mothers  lavish  upon 
A  darling  child  or  prodigal  son. 

The  love  of  the  patriot  true  is  strong, 
As  hath  oft  been  told  in  story  and  song, 
But  even  the  patriot's  love  seems  cold 
Near  that  which  a  mother's  heart  doth  hold. 
A  love  that  bieathes  so  much  of  heaven 
To  none  but  a  mother  hath  been  given  ; 
Above  all  others  it  far  doth  rise 
'Tis  so  unselfish,  so  seldom  dies. 
With  her  woridrons  love  none  may  compare 
&ave_that  which  Christ -doth  the  sinner  bear. 

Her  love  begins  when  we  nrst  draw  breath, 
It  ceases  not  when  we  sink  in  death  ; 
Go  where  we  may  still  it  is  there 
Guarding  our  steps  by  many  a  prayer. 
Should  we  tread  the  paths  of  sin  and  shame 
A  mother's  love  will  remain  the  same  ; 
All  others  may  leave  us  to  our  fate 
'But  her  "great  love  will  not  abate  ; 
The  deeper  our  guilt,  the  greater  our  wo© 
Stronger  and  stronger  her  love  doth  grow. 
Wound  a  mother's  heart,  yon  open  throw 
Fresh  channels  through  which  her  love  will  flow 
Nay  more  should  you  rend  a  mother's  heart, 
32'en  then  her  lore  will  not  depart 
For  when  she  leaveth  earth  for  heaven 
She'll  pray  to  God  that  you  be  forgiven. 


